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Mewer ang o cut comers about cuting
COMMErs, you spun ke Subaru into a rough
LI-turn right im de migdie of 0 York Road
at médraght, scaring the shit out of this seif-
declared "arlist.” The Issue, as ever, was
nothing particular to celebrate . We could
anly connect nathing with nothing in aur
private suburoan waste land. Here's wheng
Ihe fun skams— 1 got oul, motherlucher

| made it | say =L and [Eworks. But Qi
vark Road at midnignt ks sl what i is,

| st hawe o kve there the same way you do,

#1958

| fawnd Rer more withersad that | remembered,

a piece of road kil on the Hew Jersey Tumpiks,
scutlling Inta the city 19 steal fram the old West
Fhilly co-op, b cook {I'm guessing] lentils over

a fire in woods somewhere near the Pine Barrens,
this waman wha deserted me far @ man wha could
and has braught her three things: no childran, abject
poverty, and sterbng marijuana. It's to be smaked as
M (351 resort DUt a5 3 means of baing 50 wirad into
walking deadness that iving out of an old Ssleca
seems celestial as a canlo of Byran's, perhaps the
one she used T recis (o me=— "is but a woethiass
warld ta win or lase’- and belisve me, baby, yau
don® knaw the half of £, but yau're naot istensng,
you'ra stoned, you atways were, oh the charm af yau,



